PARISIAN WORKERS
1URING dinner Was-emmes's uncle - his name was Victor Miraud, and he was only his uncle by marriage, on his mother's side - listened to his nephew almost without answering him, and as though he were thinking about something else.
The meal, furthermore, was not a long one. Victor Miraud was fond of good food, and he would gladly have lingered at table. While his wife was alive, one meal out of the two on week-days, and both meals on Sundays, were taken leisurely in the dining-room. Since he had been a widower, Miraud, who, except when he entertained a friend very occasionally, prepared his food himself and had nobody but young Wazemmes to help him serve it, had to content himself with the kitchen, which was indeed large enough, but as cheerless as most Parisian kitchens. He resented this, for he had a taste for comfort and also some sense of the fitness of things. So he hurried over the meal in order to go and take his coffee in one of the two rooms that looked out on the rue Polonceau.
The third room, which looked out on the courtyard, was small, dark, and poorly ventilated. It had served as a bedroom for the Mirauds* two daughters and then, when they got married, for the parents themselves. One of the front rooms had thus become free. Miraud had taken advantage of the fact to fit it up in his leisure time in a way of which he had dreamed for years, and it was now his pride.
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